- = > * 
* TRIER 
” Ss * \ vb 
\ _ ** ee A 
- N o \ N . o 
W. 
X 


— 


— — 


BFF AY 99S Ee 
125757777 ' Aan 2222 7 p 10411004800 144114- 1h! 
l if | | | ' / | 
V4 
22 
HT 


— 


I 


2 — 


9 
„ „„ 7 — Ox Sow 2 

3 "4 b 7 1 722 77 

2 ” — 

4 , 4 A 2 5 

2 * - - 

. # þ = 
1100 > 


[1 i 
$4 
At 


W \ 


,, 


. TA FS CAA 


7 


2 


— — 


2 


— 


2 


* 7 


e. 


— = 


ue 


—ͤ— — 4+ 
fo — 

Fg 

— — 

4 


_ 
# 


— 
AM - 
#8. 
\ „ 


— 


- 
8 
3 


Mts . 
_ \ 
"1, 


v 


* 


— 
r 
ET. 
- „ 


— 


LILLIE 
e$44444-104104 199977 


—— 


1 

Wi 0 
NWN . 
1 45425 
2 


2 


TN 


I cw 
- 


yl 
i\ 


10 


j 


— — — 


| 
i 


I! 
l 
* 


I 


Tal 
( 


n 
N 
2 | 


: 


— — 


1 POOR Pn 0 


- = > * 
* TRIER 
” Ss * \ vb 
\ _ ** ee A 
- N o \ N . o 
W. 
X 


— 


— — 


BFF AY 99S Ee 
125757777 ' Aan 2222 7 p 10411004800 144114- 1h! 
l if | | | ' / | 
V4 
22 
HT 


— 


I 


2 — 


9 
„ „„ 7 — Ox Sow 2 

3 "4 b 7 1 722 77 

2 ” — 

4 , 4 A 2 5 

2 * - - 

. # þ = 
1100 > 


[1 i 
$4 
At 


W \ 


,, 


. TA FS CAA 


7 


2 


— — 


2 


— 


2 


* 7 


e. 


— = 


ue 


—ͤ— — 4+ 
fo — 

Fg 

— — 

4 


_ 
# 


— 
AM - 
#8. 
\ „ 


— 


- 
8 
3 


Mts . 
_ \ 
"1, 


v 


* 


— 
r 
ET. 
- „ 


— 


LILLIE 
e$44444-104104 199977 


—— 


1 

Wi 0 
NWN . 
1 45425 
2 


2 


TN 


I cw 
- 


yl 
i\ 


10 


j 


— — — 


| 
i 


I! 
l 
* 


I 


Tal 
( 


n 
N 
2 | 


: 


— — 


1 POOR Pn 0 


n 
LIFE and DEATH 


i. * 5 
43 > 411 


OF 


KING JOHN. 


1 
T > * o : 


A * 


T4 AC SD 


Written by SHAKESPEARE, © 


os Gs 
| 2 hs R 
en of | | 6. 
| L. G N D o N: 1 | 93 
f Printed for H. Woobr art, J. Rivingron,: W. 4 
STRAHAN, J. Hix rox, C. Bar nuxsr, L. Davis, 4. £5 
R. BAL DpwIN, B. Waite, L. Hawesand W.C target - 7 
| and R. CoLLins, R. Hoxsri grob, W. JounsTon, - | » 3 
W. Owen, T. CasLox, T. Loxcman, T. Davis, # 
T. Lownvpes, B. Law, E. and C. Dir tx, C. 
CorBerTT, G.KearsLy, J. Wilkie, T Becket, 


Rosso, T. CapelL, RoßixsOo and Roptsrs, 
E. Jonnson, F. Newsexy, and J. Haxby. 


— At... Ald 


MDCCLXIX, 


8488.35 


Dramatis Per ſonæ 1754. 


4 M E N. 
= KING John, Mr. Map. 
Prince Henry, Mrs. 7 cogoed. 
89 Prince Arthur, Maſter S:m/or. 
"Þ Pembroke, Mr. Blakes. 
0 Eſſex, Mr. Jefferson. 
; Saliſbury, - Mr. Pa'/mer. 
Hubert, Mr. Berry. 
, Bagot, 
1 Faulconbridge, | Mr. Carrick. 
* g Robert Faulconbridge, Mr. Sinſon. 
4 Gurney, Mr. W. Vaughan. 
= | Herald, Mr. Scraſe. 
14 Philip, Xing of France, Mir. Davies. 
2 | Lewis the Dauphin, Mr. Lacey. 
=Y Auſtria, Mr. Mozzen. 
4 Pandolph, Mr. Havard. 


Chatilion, Mr. Yernon. 
Citizen, Mr. Burton. 
F;cnch Herald, Mr. d4chman. 


VX. 


Elinor, Mrs. Milli. 

Conſtance, Mrs, Cibber. 
Blanch, Miſs Minors, 
Lady Faulconbridge, Mrs. Bennet, 


Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, ter, Meſſengers, 
Soldiers, and other Att endants. 


The SCENE, ſometimes in England; and, 
ſometimes, in France, 


The 


HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 1 
FROM 
: THE BEQUEST OF 
EVERT JANSEN WENDELL + 
1918 


FY Fu King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex, 


©555SSG5555665805567 


[7794 


0 
7 

3 
Few 3, XH 4 AAS 8 
sss SGS 


T H E 
LIFE ad D-E AT H 
| 0 F 
I JO H N. 


*— 2 


1 <a 
SCENE, The Court of England. 


and Saliſbury, «with Chatilion. 


King Jonn. 
NO W, ſay, Chatition, what would Frante 
A 37 with us ? 
4 N Chat. Thus, after greeting, ſpeaks the 
> King of France, 
MM Sep In my Behaviour, to the Majeſty, 
The borrow'd Majeſty of Exgland here. 
Eli. A ſtrange beginning; borrow'd Majeſty ! 
K. 7ohn. Silence, good mother; hear the embaſſie. 
Chat, Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceaſed brother Gefey's ſon, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim 


To this fair iſland, and the territories: 
R 3 


6% KING JOHN. 


To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Mains: 
Defiring thee to lay ahde the Sword, 
Which {ways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral titles; 
And put the ſame into young Arthur's hand, 
1hy neph/+;, and right-royal Sovereign. 

K. Jau hat follows if we diſallow of this ? 

Chat. Ihe proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
I inforce theſe rights ſo forcibly with-held. 

K. . Here have we war tor war, and blood ſor 

ood, 
Controul ment for controulment; ſo anſwer France. 

Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my em baſſie. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France, 
For ere thou canit report, I will be there, 

The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard, 
So, hence! be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And ſullen preſage of your own decay, 

An honourable conduct let him have, 

Pembroke, look to't ; farewel, Chatilion, 

TED [ Exeunt Chat. and Per, 

Ei. What now, my ſon, have I not ever ſaid, 
How that ambitious Conflance would not ceaſe, 

Till ſhe had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her ſon ? | | 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſy arguments of love; 

-Which now the manage of two kingdoms muſt 

With fearful, bloody, iflue arbitrate, | 

K. John. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion, and our right for us.— 

Eli. Vour ſtrong poſſeſſion much more than your 
| right. 

Or elfe it muſt go wrong with you and me; 
So much my conſcience whiſpers in your ear, 

Which none but heav'n, and you, and I ſhall hear. 
Eſjex. My Liege, here is the ſtrongeſt controverſie, 
Cone from the country to be judg'd by you, 
That e' er I heard: ſhall I produce the men:? 


K. Jobo. 


KING JOHN. 5 


K. ob. Let them approach. 
Our abbies and our priories ſhall pay * 
This expedition's charge What men are you? 


Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip his brother. 


Phil. Your faithſul ſubject, I, a gentleman ' 
Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt ſon, 
As I ſuppoſe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A ſoldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Caur- de- lion knighted in the field. | 
= What art thou? * Sag 
Rob. The ſon and heir to that ſame Faulconbridge ? 
K. Jobn. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it ſeems? > 
That is well known; and as I think, one father; © 
But for the certain knowledge of that trath, + £ 
I put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother: 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. -- 
El;, Out on thee, rude man! thou doſt ſhame thy 
mother, ; 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 
Phil. I, Madam? no, I have no reaſon for it; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a year: _ 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land! 
K. Johr. A good blunt fellow: why, being younger 
z | 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 
Phil. I know not why, except to get the land; 
But once, he ſlander'd me with baſtardy : 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ſtill I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that I am as well begot, ' my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones, that took the pains for me!) 
Compare our faces, and be judge youurlelf. * 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 5 2 
And were our father, and this ſor like him; 
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KING JOHN. 


O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 


I give heav'n thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. 47 Why, what a mad-cap hath heav'a lent us 

ere 

Ek. He hath a trick of Cæur- al. lion's face, 

The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read ſome tokens of my ſon 
In the large compoſition of this man ? 

K. Jobn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: Sirrah, ſpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Phil. Becauſe he hath a half-face like my father, 
With that half-face would he have all my land? 

A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year! 

Reb. My gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd, 
Your brother did imploy my father much. | 
Phil, Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Your tale muſt be, how he imploy'd my mother, 
Rob, And once diſpatch'd him in an embaſſie 

To Germany; there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time: 


Th' advantage of his abſence took the King, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's ; 


Where, how he did,prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 


Between my father and my mother lay, 
* (As I have heard my father ſpeak himſelf ) 
me Wher this ſame luſty gentleman was got. 


Upon his death-bed he by will bequearh'd 

His lands to me; and took it on his death, 

That this, my mother's ſon, was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time; 
Then, good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all huſbands, 

at - 


XING JOHN. _ 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if-my brother, 
Who, as you ſay, took pains to get this fon, 
2 of your _ oy = ſon for * ? 0 
n ſooth, rien ather might have 

This calf, bb from ee from all the wedge 
In ſooth, he might; then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him; nor your father, 
Being none of is, refufe him; this concludes, 
My mother's ſon did get your father" $ heir, 
Your father's heir muſt have yourfather's land. . 

Rab. Shall then my father's Will be of no we 
To diſpoſſeſs that child, which is not his? LIL 

Phil. Of no more force to diſpoſſeſs; me, Hir, 5 AY 
Than was his will to get me, as T chit)” * 

Eli. Whether hadſt thou rather he a e a 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land: 
Or the reputed ſon of Cæur- de- lion, 
Lord of thy preſence, and no land beſide? 

Phil. Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape, 
And I had his, Sir Robert his, like him; 
And if my legs were two ſuch riding-rods ; * 


My arms ſuch eel-ſkins ſtuft; my face fo thing . 


That in mine ear I durſt not ſtick a roſe, 


| Left men ſhould fay, Lock, where three farhing : 


des!“ 
And to his ſhape were heir to all this land; 
Would, I might never ſtir from off this place, 
I'd give it every foot to have chis face: 
I would not be Sir Noble in any cue. 
Eli. I like thee well; wilt thou forſake thy fortune, . 
Bequeath thy land to him, and folow me ? 
I am a ſoldier, and now bound to France : 
Phil: Brother, take you my land, I'll take my det 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet ſell your face for five pence; and tis dear. 


Madam, I'll follow you unto.the death. 


Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thithen, | 
2 Our country manners give our betters way.- 
I pr What is thy name? 
ilip, my Lins ſo is my name —_ 
As Phi 


10 KING JOHN. 
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldeſt ſon. 
K. John, From henceforth bear his name, whoſe 

form thou bear'ſt: ' 
Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe up more great; 
Ariſe Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 
Phil. Brother by th' mother's fide, give me your 
band; ; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land, 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away! 
Eli. The very ſpirit of P/antagenet / 
I am thy grandam; Richard, call me fo. 
Phil. Madam, by chance, but not by truth; what 
though? 
Something about, a little from the right, 
In at the window, or elſe o'er the hatch : 
Who dares not ſtir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have is have, however men do catch; 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well ſhot; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 
K. _—_ Go, Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy de- 


re; | 
A landleſs Knight makes thee a landed Squire: 
Come, Madam; and come, Richard; we muſt ſpeed 
For France, for France; for it is more than need. 
Phil. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waſt got i' th' way of honeſty. 
| [Exeunt all but Philip. 

A foot of honour better than I was, | | 
But many a many foot of land the worſe ! 
Well, now can J make any Joan a lady. 
Good den, Sir Richard, -Godamercy, fellow; 
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth forget mens names : 
*Tis too reſpective and unſociable 
For your converſing. Now your traveller, 
He and his tooth-pick at my worſhip's meſs ; 
And when my knightly ſtomach is ſuffic'd, 
Way then 1 ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe by 

*. iy 


KING JOHN. 


My picqued man of countries; — My dear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 
I ſhall beſeech you, —that is queſtion now; 
And then comes anſwer like an A-B-C-book : 
O Sigg ſays anſwer, at your beſt command, 
At employment, at your ſervice, Sir ;— 
No, Sir, ſays queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours, —— 
And ſo e'er anſwer knows what queſtion would, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 
And talking of the . and Apernines,, 


The Pyrenean and the river Po; | - 
It draws towards = r in conclufion, ſo. 4 
But this is worſhipful ſociety, * 


And fits the mounting ſpirit like myſelf: 

For he is but a baſtard to the time, 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation; 

(And fo am I, whether I ſmack or no:) 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver | 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poiſon for the age's tooth ; 
Which tho' I will not practiſe to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 

For it ſhalt ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing. 

But who comes in ſach haſte, in riding robes ? 
What woman-poft is this? hath ſhe no huſband, 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her Z 
O me! it is my mother; now, good lady, 
What brings you here to court haſtily 2” 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney. 


Lady. Where is that ſtave, thy brother? where is he, 
That holds in chaſe mine honour up and down ? 
Phil My brother Robert, old Sir Ribert's ſon, 
Colbrand the giant, that ſame mighty man, 5 | 
Is it Sir Robert's ſon, that you ſeek fo ? | | 9 
Lady. Sir Robert's fon ? ay, thou unrev rend boyz, 
Sir Robert's ſon: why ſcorn'ſt thou at Sir Rabert? 


- 


He is. Sir Robert's ſon ; and fo art thou; * -. 
AG | 1 


12 KING JOHN, 


Phil. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while? 
Gur, Good leave, good Philip. | 
Phil. Philip] ſpare me, James; 

There's toys abroad; anon I'Il tell thee more. 


| [Exit James. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's ſon. IF 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 3 
Upon Good. Friday, and ne'er broke his faſt: 
Sir Robert could do well; marry, confeſs ! 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it; 
We knew Yis handy-work ; therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholden for theſe limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holpe to make this leg. 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpir'd with thy brother too, 
That, for thine own gain, ſhould'ſt defend mine honour ? 
What means this ſcorn, thou moſt untoward knave ? 

Phil. Knight, Knight, good mother —— Bafiliſce 

like 


What! 1am dubb'd; I have it on my ſhoulder : 

But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's ſon; 

I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert, and my land; 

Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 

Some proper man, I hope; who was it, mother ? 
Lady. Haſt thou deny'd thyſelf a Faulconbridge ? 
Phil. As faithfully, as I deny the devil. | 
Lady. King Richard Caur-de-lion was thy father; 

By long, and vehement ſuit I was ſeduc'd 

T'o make room for him in my huſband's bed. 

Heav'n lay not my tranſgreſſion to my charge! 

Thou art the iflue of my dear offence, 

Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 
Phil. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 

Madam, I would not wiſh a better father. 

Some fins do bear their privilege on earth, 

And ſo doth yours; your fault was not your folly ; 

Needs muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, 

SubjeRed tribute to commanding love; 

Againſt whoſe fury and ed force, 


The 


„ IN e JoHun Y np; 
The awleſs lion could not wage the fight . 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 
Wo eaſily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 


ith all my heart I thank thee for my father. A 
Who. lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well __ 
When I was got, I'll ſend his ſoul to hell. woo © 
Come, lady, f will ſhew thee to my kin, 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadft ſaid him 2ay, it had been fin; : 
Who ſays it was, he lyes; I ſay, 'twas not. 
| [Exeunt, 


* ; 


ACT 
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SCENE, before the Walls of Angiers 
| in France. - 


Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, th: 
Archduke of Auſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur, 


he LEVIS. 


EF O RE Angiers well met, brave Auferia. 
Arthur ! that great fore- runner of thy blood 
Richard, that robb' d the lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy wars in Palęſtine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his grave: 

And for amends to his. Poſterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the uſurpation 2 

Of thy unnatural uncle, Eng/; John. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither, 

_ Arth, God ſhall forgive you Ceur-de-lion's death 

The rather that you give his off- ſpring life; 

Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 

I give you welcome with a pow'rlefs had, 

But with a heart full of unſtained love: 
Welcome before the gates of Angiert, Duke. 
it Lexis. A noble boy! who would not do thee right? 
1 Auſt. Upon thy cheek J lay this zealous kiſs, 
\." BY As ſeal to this indenture of my love; 
1 ; That to my home I will no more return, ; 
74 Till Argiers and the right thou haſt in France, 
* Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 

-4 Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 

£45 And coops from other lands her iſlanders ; 


Ev'n 


KING JOHN. TH 


Ev'n 'till that Exgland, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ſtill ſecure 2 
And confident from foreign purpoſes, ' 
Ev*'n 'till that outmoſt corner of the welt, 

Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 


Conſt. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, | 


Till your ſtrong hand ſhall help to give him ſtrength, 
To make a more requital to your love. 4 
Auſt. The peace of heav'n is theirs, who lift their 
{words | | 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable war. 
K. Philip. Well then, to work; our engines ſhall be 
bent 
Againſt the brows of this reſiſting town ; 
Call for our chiefeſt men of diſcipline, 
To cull the plots of beſt advantages. 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood, 
But we will make it ſubjeR to this boy. 

Conf. Stay for an anſwer to your Embaſſie, 
Leſt unadvis'd you ſtain your ſwords with blood, 
My lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war ; 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of blood, 

That hot raſh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed. 


Enter Chatilion. 


K. Philip. A winder, lady ! lo, upon thy wiſh 
Our. meſſenger Chatilion is arrived h 
What Eng/and ſays, ſay briefly, gentle lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee. Clans, ſpeak. | 
Chat. Then turn your forces from this paultry ſiege, 
And ſtir them up againſt a mightier taſk. 1 
England, impatient of your juſt demands, 
Hath put himſelf in arms ; the adverſe winds, 
Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have giv'n him time 
To land his legions all as ſoon as f 
His marches are expedient to this town, 


2 
2 
15 KING JOHN. 
His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother _ ; 
An Att, ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife. 
With her, her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 0 
With them a baſtard of the King deceas'd, 
And all th' unſettled humours of the land; 
Raſh, inconſid'rate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' ſpleens, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, - 
Than now the Engliſb bottoms have watt o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 
To do offence and ſcathe in chnſtendom. 
The interruption of their churliſh drums { Drums beat. 
Cuts off more circumſtance; they are at hand. 
To parly, or to fight, therefore prepare. 
K. Philip. How much unlook'd for is this expedition! 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 
We muſt awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion : 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 


Enter King of England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, Blanch, 
embroke, and otbers. | 


EK. John. Peace be to France, if France in peace permit 

Our juſt and lineal entrance to our own : N 

If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heav'n. 

Whilſt we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 

Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heaven. 
K. Philip. Peace be to England, if that war turn 

From France to England, there to live in peace! 

England we love; and for that England's ſake 

With burthen of our armour here we ſweat; 

This toil of ours ſhould be a work of thine. 

But thou from loving England art ſo far, 

That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful King ; 

Cut off the ſequence of poſterity ; 


KING JOHN. 


Out-faced infant ſtate ; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of a crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face. 
Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out 
This little abſtract doth contain that large, 
Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That G 


was thy elder brother born, 


on, France, 


Eli. There's a 


father. 


To draw my anſwer to 
EK. Philip. From that 
41 thoughts | 
In any breaſt of 
To look into the blots and ſtai 
That judge hath made me 
Under whoſe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe help I mean to chaſti ſe it. 
K. 7obn. Alack, thou doſt uſurp authority. 
K. Philip. Excule it, tis to beat uſurping | 
Eli. Who is't; that thou doſt call uſurper, France P/ 
Con. Let me make anſwer: thy uſurpin 
Eli. Out, inſolent l thy b 
That thou may ſt be a 


thy articles? 


authority 


ſhall be 


great 


ns of right. 
guardian to this boy z 


17 


of his ; 


And this his ſon 3 England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's ; in the name of God, 
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in theſe temples beat 
Which own the crown that thou o'er-maſlereſt ? 
K. John. From whom haſt thou this 


ſupernal judge, that lirs 


- 


down. 


King, 5 
Queen, and check the world! 
Conſt. My bed was ever to thy ſon as true, 
As thine was to thy huſband ; and this boy, 
Liker in &ature to his father Gefrey, 
Than thou and Jabr, in manners being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a baſtard ! by my ſoul, I think, 
His father never was ſo true begot ; 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 
good mother, boy, that blots'thy 


. 


Conſt. 


8 . 
7 3 
* —— * 


I'm not worth this coil, that's made for me. 


13 KING JOHN. 
Conft. There's a good grandam, boy, that would 


| blot thee. 
Auſt, Peace. 
Faulc, Hear the crier. 
Auſt. What the devil art thou? 
Faulc. One that will play the devil, Sir, with you, 
An a' may catch your hide and you alone. 
Vou are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 


M hoſe valour plucks dead Lions by the beard; 


I'll ſmoak your ſkin- coat, an I catch jou right z 
Sirrah, look to't 3 i'faith, I will, i'ſaich. | 

Blanch, O, well did he become that Lion's tobe, 
'That did diſrobe the Lion of that robe, 
Faule. It lyes as ſightly on the back of him, 
Aa great Alcide!) ſhews upon an aſv - | 
But, aſe, I'll take thet burden from your back, 5 q 
Or lay on that, ſhall make your ſhoulders crack. 

. Whatcracker is this ſame, that deafs our cars 

Wich this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? 
King Philip, determine what we ſhall do ſtrait. 

K. Philip, Women and fools, break off your cone 

ference, 

King Jobn, this is the very ſum of all ; 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur I do claim of thee : 
Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy arms? 

K. Joln. My life as ſoon -] do deſie thee, Franco. 
Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my hand; 
And out of my dear love I'll give thee more, 
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win. 
Submit thee, boy. 2 04 &y 1 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. o 

Cant. Do, child, go to it' grandam, child. 


_ Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will 


Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig; 
There's a good grandam. 

Aritb. Good my mother, peace: 
I would, that I were low laid in my grare; 


Eli, 
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EH. His mother ſhames him ſo, poor boy, he weeps. 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon you, whe're ſhe does or no | 
His grandam's wrong, and not his mother's ſhames, 
Draws thoſe heav'n- moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
Which heav'n ſhall take in nature of a fee: _ 
Ay, with theſe cryſtal beads, heav'n ſhall be brib'd 
To do him juſtice, and revenge on you. 
Eli. Thou monſtrous ſlanderer of heav'n and earth! 
Conſt. Thou monſtrous injurer of heav'n and earth, - 
Call me not ſlanderer; thou, and thine, uſurp 
'The domination, royalties and rights 
Of this oppreſſed boy 3 this is thy eldelt ſon's ſon, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : | 
Thy ſing arg viſited in this poor ehild ; 
'The canon of the law is laid on him 
Being but the ſecond generation  _ 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb, . 
K. Jes. Bedlam, have done, = 
Go I have but this to ſay, | 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, |. 
But God hath — er fin and her the plagus 
On this removed iſſue, plagu'd for her, 5 


And with her plague her ſin; his injury, 


Her injury, the beadle to her fin, 
All puniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her! | 24.4 
Eli. Thou unadviſed ſcold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy ſon. - 2:4 | 
2 Ay, who doubts that? a will! —a wicked 
w o 


A woman's 5 a cankered andam's will. | 
. Philip. Peace, lady; pauſe, or be more temperate 

It ill beſeems this Es as cry Aim i 

To theſe ill- tuned repetitions, 

Some trumpet ſummon hither to the walls 

Theſe men of Angiers ; let us hear them ſpeak, 


Whoſe title they admit, 4rthur's or John's. 


-_ rumpet found, 


Enter 


On Or It er 9% e 2 . mee 
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Enter à Citizen upon the Walls, 


Cit. Who is it, that hath warn'd us to the walls ? 
K. Philip. "Tis France, for England. 
K. John. England for jitſelf; 
You men of An giert and my loving ſubjects ——— 
K. 488 You loving men of Arngiers, Arthur's ſub- 
ects, 
Our trumpet call'd yon to this gentle parle 
K. John. For our advantage ; therefore hear us firſt; 
Theſe flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and proſpect of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement z 
The cannons have their bowels ſull of wrath 
And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth 


Their iron indignation gainſt your walls: 


All preparations for a bloody fiege 
And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French, 


| Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates; 


And, but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping ftones, 
That as à waiſt do girdle you about, 
By the compulſion of. their ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to ruſh upon your peace. 
But on the ſight of us your lawful King, 
0 ho painfully with much expedient march 

ave brought a counter -· check before your gates, 
To ſave unſcratch'd your city's threatned cheeks) 
Behold the French, amaz'd, vouchſafe a parle; 
And now, inſtead of bullets wrap'd in fire, 
To make a ſhaking fever in your walls, 
They ſhoot but calm words folded up in ſmoak, 
'To make a faithleſs error in your ears ; 
Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens ; 
And let in us, your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits, 
Fore-weary'd in this action of ſwift ſpeed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls, 
EK. Phils, When I have ſaid, make anſwer to us 


both, 
| Lo! 


KING JOHN, 


Lo ! in this right hand, whoſe proteQtion 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, ſtands young Pl/antagenet ; 
Son to the elder brother of this man, ; 
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march theſe greens before your town: 
Being no further enemy to you, 
Than the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppreſſed child, 
Religiouſly provokes, Be pleaſed then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe, 
To him that owns it : namely, this young prince, 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 
Save in aſpeR, hath all offence ſeal'd up: 
Our cannons' malice _ ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt th* invulnerable clouds of heav'n ; 
And with a bleſſed, and unvext retire, 
With unhack'd ſwords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that luſty blood again, 
Which here we came to ſpout againſt your town; 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd offer, 
*Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of war : 
Tho! all theſe Erg/i, and their diſcipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, ſhall your city call us lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ? 
Or ſhall we give the fignal to our rage, 
And ſtalk in to our poſſeſſion ? 
Cit. In brief, we are the King of Fagland's ſubjects; 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 
K.7obn. Acknowledge then the King, and let him in. 
Cir, That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal; till that time, 
Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world. 
K. * _ not the crown of England prove the 
37 
of And 
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And if not that, I bring you witneſſes, 
Twice fifteen Nai of England's breed —- 

Faul. (Baſtards, and elſe.) 

K. 7chn. To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Philip. As many, and as well-born bloods as thoſe— 

Faulc. (Some baſtards too.) 

K. Philip. Stand in his face to contradi& his claim. 

Cit. Till you compound, whoſe right is worthieſt, 
We for the worthieſt hold the right from both. 

K. Jon. Then God forgive the fin of all thoſe ſouls, 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, | 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet, 

In dreadful tryal of our kingdom's King ! 

K. Philip. Amen, Amen, —— Mount, chevaliers, to 

arms! 

Faulc. Saint George, that ſwing'd the dragon, and e er 

ſince f | 
Sits on his horſeback at mine hoſteſs' door, 
Teach us ſome fence, Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah, with your Lioneſs, 
I'd ſet an ox head to your Lion's hide, 
And make a monſter of you [To Auſtria, 

Auſt. Peace, no more, 

Faulc. O, tremble ; for you hear the Lion roar, 

K. John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll ſet forth 
In beſt appointment all our regiments. 

Faule. Speed then to take th advantage of the field. 

K. Philip. It ſhall beſo; and at the other hill 
Com mand the reſt to ſtand. God, and our right 

. [ Exeunt, 


A long Charge founded: then, afl. PET ue enter the 
Herald of France with trumpets to the gates, 


F. Her. You men of Augiers, opey wide your gates, 
And let young Aribur Duke of Bene in; 

Who by the hand of France this day hath made 

Much work for tears in many an Exgliſ mother, 
Whole ſons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding ground: 


And many a widow's huſband groveling yes, 


Coldly 


ls, 


th 
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Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd earth; 
While victory with little loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; 


ho are at hand triumphantly diſplay'd, 
To enter conquerors ; and to 


7 - | | 
Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 


Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpets. 


E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angier; ring your bells; 
King John, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 1 
Their armours, that march'd hence, ſo filyer-bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmen; blood. 

There ſtuck no plume in any Engh/ Creſt, 

That is 3 by a ſtaff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thoſe ſame hands, 

That did diſplay them when we firſt march d forth; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntſmen, come 

Our luſty Each, all with purpled hands; 

Dy'd in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 

Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cit. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold, 
From firſt to laſt, the Onſet and Retire 
Of both your armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured ; 


Blood hath bought blood, and blows have anſwer'd 


blows ; 
Strength match'd with ſtrength, and power confronted 


power, 


Both are alike, and both alike we like; 


One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo 
We hold our town for neither; yet for book. 2 5 


Enter the two Kings with their Powers, at ſeveral Doors, 
K. John. France, haſt thou yet more blood to caſt 


away ? 
Says ſhall the current of our Right run on ? 
hoſe paſſage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-fwell - -- 
-# Wich 
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With courſe diſturb'd ev'n thy confining ſhores; 
Unleſs thou let his filver water keep - | 
A peaceful progreſs to the ocean. | 
a 1 gland, thou haſt not ſav'd one drop of 
loo | 
In this hot tryal, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear, 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-born arms, 
We'll put thee down, 'gainſt whom theſe arms we bear; 
Or add a royal number to the dead; 
Gracing the ſcroul, that tells of this war's loſs, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 
Faulc. Ha! Majeſty, —how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire! 
Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with ſteel ; 
The ſwords of ſoldiers are his teeth, his phangs ; 
And now he feaſts, mouthing the fleſh of men 
In undetermin'd diff rences of Kings. 
Why ſtand thoſe royal fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock, Kings; back to the ſtained field, 
You equal Potents, fiery-kindled ſpirits ! 
'Fhen let Confuſion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death. 
K. John. Whoſe party do the townſmen yet admit? 
K. Philip. Speak, Citizens, for Eng/and, who's your 
ing ? 
Cit. The King of England, when we know the King. 
K. —_ m_- him in us, that here hold up his 
ight. a 
K. Fohn. In us, that are our own t deputy, 
And bear poſſeſſion of our perſon ke; * 
Lord of our preſence, Angiers, and of you. 
Cit. A greater pow'r, than ye, denies all this; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former unde in our ſtrong barr'd r 
Kings of our fears, — until our fears reſolv'd 
Be by ſome certain King purg'd and depos'd, 


Fault. 
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Faulc. By heav'n, the Scroyles of Augiers flout you, 
ings, 

And ſtand ſecurely on their battlements, _ 

As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 

At your induſtrious Scenes and Acts of death. 

You royal preſences, be rul'd by me; 

Do like the Mutinies of Jeruſalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 


Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this town. -_— 


By eaſt and weſt let France and England mount 
Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths ; 
Till their ſoul- fearing clamours have braul'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City. 
I'd play inceſſantly upon theſe jades ; 
Even till unfenced deſolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diſſever your united ſtrengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again ; 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 
Then in a moment fortune ſhall cull forth 
Out of one fide her happy minion ; 
To-whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiſs him with a glorious Victory. 
How like you this wild counſel, mighty States ? 
Smacks it not ſomething of the Policy? 

K. * _ by the ſky, that hangs above our 

eads, 

J like it well. France, ſhall we knit our Pow'rs, 
And lay this 4ngrers even with the ground, 
Then, after, fight who ſhall be King of it ? 

Faulc. And it thou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſh town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy walls; ; 
And when that we have daſh'd them to the ground, 
Why, then defie each other; and, pell- mell, 
Make work upon ourſelves for heav'n or hell. 


K. Philip, Let it be ſo: ſay, where will you aſſault? 


- EK. Jon. 
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K. John. We from the weſt will ſend deſtruction 
Into this City's boſom. | | 
Auſt. I from the north. 
K. Philip. Our thunder from the ſouth 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 
Faulc. O prudent diſcipline ! from North to South: 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each other's mouth. 
I'll tir them to it; come, away, away! | 
Cit. * us, great Kings; vouchſafe a while to 
ay, 
And I ſhall wk you peace, and fair-fac'd league: 
Win you this city without ſtroke or wound ; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 
That here come ſacrifices for the field; 
Perſever not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 
K. * Speak on, with favour; we are bent to 
ear 


Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 
Is near to England; look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhould he bn it fairer than in B/anch? 
If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love, ambitious, ſought a match of Birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than lady Bla ach? 
Such as ſhe is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat: 
If not compleat of—ſay, he is not ſhe ; 
And ſhe again wants nothing, (to name Want, ) 
If Want it be not, that ſhe is not he. 
He is the half part of a bleſſed man, 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch a She : 
And ſhe a fair divided Excellence, 
Whoſe fulneſs of perfection lies in him. 
Oh ! two ſuch ſilver currents, when they join, 
Do glorifie the banks that bound them in : | 
And two ſuch ſhores, to two ſuch ſtreams made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 


To 
> 
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To theſe two Princes, if you marry them. 
This union ſhall do more than battery can, 
To our faſt-cloſed gates: for at this match 
With ſwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The ſea enraged is not half fo deaf, 
Lions ſo — 1 y mountains and rocks 
So free from motion; no, not death himſelf 
In mortal fury half ſo peremptory, 
As we to keep this City. 

Faulc, Here's a ſtay, 
That ſhakes the rotten tarcaſs of old Death 
Out of his rags. © Here's a large mouth, indeed, 
That ſpits forth death, and mountains, rocks and ſeas 3 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy dogs. 
What cannoneer begot this luſty blood ? 
He ſpeaks plain cannon fire, and ſmoak and bounce, 
He gives the baſtinado with his tongue; 
Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his, 
But buffets better than a fiſt of France; 
Zounds ! I was never ſo bethumpt with words, 
Since I firſt call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, liſt to this conjunction, make this match, 
Give with our Niece a dowry large enough ; 
For by this knot thou ſhalt b ſurely tie 
Thy now unſur'd aſſurance to the Crown, 
That yon green boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe 
The bloom, that promiſeth a mighty fruit. 
I ſee a Yielding in the looks of France; 


Mark, how they whiſper ; urge them while their ſouls 


Are capable of this ambition ; 
Leſt zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was, 

Cit, Why anſwer not the double Majeſties 
This friendly Treaty of our threaten'd town ? 


B 2 K. Philip. 
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K. Philip. Speak, England, firſt, that have been 
forward firſt | 
To ſpeak unto this City : what ſay you ? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely ſon, 
Can in this book of beauty read, 7 /ove ; | 
Her dowry ſhall weigh equal with a Queen. 

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poitiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the ſea, 
Except this City now by us beſieged, 

Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 

Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions ; 

As ſhe in beauty, education, blood, 

Holds hand with any Princeſs of the world. 

K. Philip. What ſay ' ſt thou, boy? look in the lady's 

face. 

Lewis, I do, my lord, and in her eye J find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle ; 

The ſhadow of myſelf form'd in her eye; 
Which, being but the ſhadow of your ſon, 
Becomes a Sun, and makes your ſon a ſhadow, 
I do proteſt, I never lov'd myſelf, 
Till now, infixed, I beheld myſelf, 
Drawn in the flatt'rivg table of her eye. 
5 | | [ Whiſpering <c#th Blanch. 
' Faulce, Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye 
| Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth eſpie 
— Himfelflove's traitor : this is pity now, 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there ſhould 
In ſuch a love, fo vile a lout as he. (be 
Blanch. My uncle's will in this reſpect is mine. 
If he ſee aught in you, that makes him like, 
That any thing he ſees, which moves his liking, 
J can with eale tranſlate it to my will: 
Or if you will, to ſpeak more properly, . 
I will inforce it eaſily to my love. 
Further Iwill not flatter you, my lord, 
That all I fee in you is worthy love, | 
| | Than 
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Than this ; that nothing do I ſee in you, 
(Though churliſh thoughts themſelves ſhould be your 
judge) 
That I can find ſhould merit any hate. 
K. John. What ſay theſe young Ones? what ſay 
you, my Niece ? 
Blanch. That ſhe is bound in honour ſtill to do 
What you in wiſdom ſtill vouchſafe to ſay. 
K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love 
this lady ? 
. Lewis, Nay, aſk me, if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her moſt Reg + 


K. John. Then do I give Yolqueſſon, Touraine, Maine, 


Poitiers, and Anjeu, theſe five Provinces, 
With herto thee; and this addition more, 
Full thirty thouſand Marks of Eg coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Command thy Son and Daughter to join hands. 
K. Philip. It likes us well ; young Princes, cloſe 
your hands. a 
A. And your lips too; for, I am well aſſur'd, 
: = I — 8 I was 8 
. Philip. Now, Citizens of Angiers, ope your gat 
Letin 1 which you have —— ; . 4 
For at Saint Mary's Chapel preſently . 
The Rites of Marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 
Is not the lady Conſtance in this troop ? 
I know, ſhe is not; for this Match made up 
Her preſence would have interrupted much. 
Where is ſhe and her ſon, tell me, who knows ? 
Lewis. She's ſad and, paſſionate at your Highneſs” 
Tent. 
K. Philip. And, by my faith, this league, that we 
have made, 
Will give her ſadneſs very little Cure. 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? in her Right we came; | 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own vantage. | 
B 3 K. Jobæ. 
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K. John, We will heal up all, 3 
For we'll create young Aribur Duke of Brita'n, © 
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the lady Conflance ; 
Some ſpeedy — bid her repair 
To our Solemnity ; I truſt we ſhall, 

If not fill up the meaſure of her will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. - 
Go we, as well as. haſte will ſuffer us, 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared, Pomp, 
[Ex. all but Faulconbr. 

Faulc. Mad world, mad Kings, and compoſition ! 

Fohn, to ſtop Arthur's Title in the whole, 
Flath willingly departed with a part: | 
And France, Whoſe armour Confcience buckled on, 


Whom.zeal and Charity brought to the field, 

As God's own ſoldier, roanded in the ear 

With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that fly devil, 
That broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 

Of Kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 


Who having no external thing to loſe 

But the word Maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 

That ſmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity, 

Commodity, the bias of the world, | 

The world, which of itſelf is poiſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground ; 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 

This ſway of motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 

And this ſame biaſs, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapt on the outward eye of fickle Fraxce, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

From a reſolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail Ion this Commodity ? 
N ut 
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Bat for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: 


Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 
When his fair angels would ſalute my palm : 
But that my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail; 
And ſay, there is no fin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, 

To ſay there is no vice, but beggary. 


Since Kings break faith upon com 
Gain, be wy lord ; e will worſhi op de. [Exit, 
*. 
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ACC MMM MMM NN N 


I. 


SCENE, The French King's Pavilion. 
Enter Conſtance, Arthur, and Saliſbury. 


Cons TANCE. 


© ONE to be marry'd ! gone to ſwear a peace 


Falſe blood to falſe blood join'd! Gone to be 
friends by” 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe provinces ! 
It is not ſo, thou haſt miſ-ſpoke, miſ-heard ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again, 
It cannot be; thou doſt but ſay, tis ſo, 
I truſt, I may not truſt thee ; for thy word 


Is but the vain breath of a common man: 


Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a King's oath to the contrary. 

Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am fick, and capable of fears ; 

Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fears : 
A widow, huſbandleſs, ſubje& to fears, 

A woman, naturally born to fears, 

And, tho' thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 
With my vext ſpirits I cannot take a truce, 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 


What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head ? 


Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my ſon ? 

What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 

Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 

Be theſe ſad ſighs confirmers of thy words? 

Then ſpeak again, not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them falſe, 

That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. Conf 

uft, 


| KING JOHN. 33 
h os Oh, if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorrow how to make me die ; 

And let belief and life encounter fo, 
As doth the fury of two-deſp'rate men, 
Which, in the very meeting, fall and die. 
Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England! what becomes of me 
Fellow, be gone, I cannot brook thy ſight : 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done,, 
But ſpoke the harm that is by others done ? 
, Confl. Which harm within itſelf ſo heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. 

Arth. I do beſeech you, mother, be content. 

Conft. If thou, that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly. and ſland'rous to thy mother's womb, 
Full of unpleafing blots, and fightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
- Patch'd with. foul moles, and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content: 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great. 
Of nature's gifts thou may'ſt with lillies boaſt, 
And with the half. blown roſe. But fortune, oh F - 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee, 
Adulterates Fourly with thine uncle John; 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on Franca 
To tread down fair reſpe& of fovereignty, 
And made his majeſty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to fortune, and to Fobr ;- 
That ſtrumpet fortune, that uſurping John? 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn-?* 
Envenom him with words; or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe woes alone, which I alone: 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

| B. 5. Cooffe. 


What has this day deſerv'd ? what hath it done, 
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Conf. Thou may'ſ, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee. 
I will inſtruct my ſorrows to be proud; | 
For Grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtoop. 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great Grief, 
Let Kings aſſemble : for my Grief 's ſo great, 
That no Supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: Here I and Sorrow fit ; 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 

[ Sits dæun on the Floor 


Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
| Faulconbridge, and Auſtria. * 


K. Philip. Tis true, fair daughter; and this bleſſed 
da 
Ever in 1—.— ſhall be kept feſtival : 
To ſolemnize this day, the glorious ſun 
Stays in his courſe, and plays the alchymiſt ; 
Turning with ſplendor of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold. 
The — 5 courſe, that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it but a holy-day. | 
' Confl. A wicked day, and not an holy-day.—[ Rifrg. 


That it in golden letters ſhould be ſet 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 
This day of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury ; 
Or, if it muſt ſtand ſtill, let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt : 
But on this day, let ſeamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made; 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, 
Yea, faith itſelf to hollow falſhood change ! 

K. Philip By heaven, lady, you ſhall — no cauſe 
To curſe the fair proceedings of this day: 
Haye I not pawn'd to you my majeſty ? 

Cqn/i. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 

Rgſembling Majeſty, which touch'd and try'd, 


Proves 


Proves valneleſs : you are forſworn, forſworn. 

You came in arms to ſpill my enemies blood, 

But now in arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours. 

The grapling vigour, and rough frown of war, 

Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppreſſion hath made up this league: 

Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings: 

A widow cries, Be huſband to me, heav'n ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 

Wear out the day in peace; but ere ſun-ſet, 

Set armed diſcord *twixt theſe perjur'd Kings. 

Hear me, oh hear me! 

Auft. Lady Conflance, peace. | 
Conſt. War, war, no peace 17 is to me à war. 

O Lymoges, O Auſtria ! thou doſt ſhame 

That bloody ſpoil: thou ſlave, thou wretch, thou coward, 

Thou little valiant, great in villany ! . 

Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide ; 

Thou fortune's SRI that durſt never fight 

But when her kumourous ladyſhip is by 

To teach thee ſafety ! thow art perjur'd too, 

And ſooth'ſt up greatneſs. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 

Upon my party; thou cold blooded ſlave, 

Haſt thou not ſpoke like thunder on my fide ? 

Been ſworn my ſoidier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune, and thy ſtrength ? 7 

And doſt thou now fall over to my foes ? 

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for ſhame, 

And hang a calve's ſkin on thoſe recreant limbs. | 
Auſt. O, that a man would ſpeak thoſe words to me 
Faulc. Andhang acalve's-ſkin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
Auft. Thou dar'ſt not ſay fo, villain, for thy life. 
Faulc. And hang a calve's-ſkin on thoſe recreantlimbs. 
Auft. Methinks, that Richard's pride, and Richard's fall 

Should be a precedent to fright you, Sir. 

Faulc. blo words are theſe ? how do my ſinews 
ake! _ 


My father's foe clad in my Lak ſpoil ! 


3 
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- How doth Alete whiſper in my ears 0 
Delay not, Richard, kill the villain firait ; 

* Diſrobe him of the matchleſs monument, 

Thy father's triumph o'er the ſavages.” — 

Now by his ſoul I ſwear, my father's ſoul, 

Twice will I not review the morning's riſe, 

Till I have torn that trophy from thy back ; 


And ſplit thy heart, for wearing it ſo long. 
K. Jobn. We like not this, thou doſt forget thyſelf. 


Enter Pandulph. 50 


K. —__ Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pand. Hail, you anointed Deputies of heaven | 
To thee, King Fohn, my holy errand is; 
I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his name religiouſly demand 
| Why thoa againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doſt ſpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See? 
This in our foreſaid holy Father's name, 
Pope Innocem, I do demand of thee. 
K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can taſk the free breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thou canſt not, Cardinal, adviſe a name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous, - 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope. 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no tahan Prieſt 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : 
But as we under heaven are ſupreme head, 
So, under him, that great Supremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold; 
Without th aſſiſtance of a mortal hand, 
So tell the Pope, all rev'rence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd authority. 
K. Philip. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this, 
K.. Jobn. Tho' you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendom 


* 


Are 
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Are led ſo groſly by this medling Prieſt, 
Dreading the curſe, that money may buy out; 
And by the merit of vile gold, droſs, duſt, 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who in that ſale ſells pardon from himſelf: 
Tho' you, and all the reſt, ſo groſly led, 
This juggling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh ; 
Yet 1 . alone, do me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate z 
And bleſſed ſhall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretick ; 

And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and worſhipp'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hateful life. 
Con. O, lawful let it be, 
That I have room with Rome to curſe a while. 
Good father Cardinal, cry thou, Amen, 
To my keen curſes ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curſe him right. 
| Pand. There's law, and warrant, lady, for my curſe. 

Conſt. And for mine too; when law can do no right, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law ; 
Therefore, ſince law itſelf is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curſe ? 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a Grfe, 
Let go the hand of that arch heretick ; 

And raiſe the pow'r of France upon his head, 
Unleſs he do {bmit himſelf to Rome. 

Eli. 3 thou pale, France? do not let go thy 

and. 

Cent. Look to that, devil! leſt that France repent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell loſe a ſoul. 
Auſt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. 

Faulk. And hang a calve's-ſkin on his — 
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Auft. Well, ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrotigs, 
Becauſe 8 
Faulc. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 
K. Fohn. Philip, what ſay ' ſt thou to the Cardinal? 
Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 
Lewis, Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rome, 
Or the light loſs of England for a friend; 
Forgo the eaſier. 
lanch. That's the curſe of Rome. i 
9 ſtand faſt; the Devil tempts thee 
ere 
In K - W and — _ nad 
Blanch. The Conflance not from her faith: 
But from her hes. f | | 
Con, Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
That need muſt needs infer this principle, 
That faith would live again by death of need : 
O, then tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 
K. John. The King is mov'd, and anſwers not to this. 
Con. O, be remov'd from him, and anſwer well. 
Au. Do ſo, King Philip; hang no more in doubt. 
om Hang nothing but a calve's-ſkin, moſt ſweet 
Out. | 
K. Philip. I am perplext, and know not what to ſay. 
Pand. What can'ſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee 
more, 
If thou ſtand excommunicate and curſt ? 
K. Philip. Good rev'rend father, make my perſon 
ours ; 
And tell me, how you would beſtow yourſelf. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 
— the conjunction of — — 
arry'd in league, cou and link'd together 
With all — frrength of ſacred vows ;. 
The lateſt breath, that gave the ſound of words, 


Was deep-ſworn faith, peace, amity, true love, 


— 


K ING JOHN, 39 


Between our kingdoms and our royal Selves. h 

And even before this truce, but new before, . 

No longer than 5 oo could 7 our hands 

To clap this roya ain up of peace, 

— knows, they were beſmear'd and over-ſtain's 

With ſlaughter's pencil; where revenge did paint 

The fearful diff rence of incenſed Kings. 

And ſhall theſe hands, ſo lately er blood, 

So newly join'd in love, ſo ſtrong in both, 

Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play faſt looſe with faith? ſo, jeſt with heav'n F 

Make ſuch unconſtant children of ourſelves, 

As now again to ſnatch our palm from palm? 

Un- ſwear faith ſworn, and on the marriage-bed 

Of ſmiling peace to march a bloody hoſt, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true ſinceriry ? O holy Sir, | 

My reverend father, let it not be ſo; ' 

Out of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe | 

Some gentle order, and we ſhall be bleſt 

To do your pleaſure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formleſs, order orderleſs, 

Save what is oppoſite to England's love. 

Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our Church! 

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curſe, 

A mother's curſe on her revolting ſon. 

France, thou may'ſ hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 

A chafed lyon by the mortal paw, 

A faſting tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

'Than keep in peace that hand, which thou doſt hold. = 
K. Philip. I may dif. join my hand, but not my faith. 4H 
Pand. So mak 'ſt thou faith an enemy to faith; | 1 

And, like a civil war, ſet'ſt oath to oath, . 

Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O, let thy vow 

Pirſt made to heav'n, firſt be to heav'n perform'd ;. 


That is, to be the champion of our Church. 

What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thyſelf ; 1 
And may not be performed by thyſelf; 4 
For that, which wy 


7 


haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 1 
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Is not amiſs, when it is truly done: r 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then moſt done, not doing it. 
The better act of purpoſes miſtook 
Is to miſtake again; tho' indirect, 
Vet indirection thereby grows direct, 
And falſhood falſhood cures; as fire cools fire, 
Within the ſcorched veins of one new-burn'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept, 
But thou haſt ſworn againſt religion : 
By what thou ſwear'ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwear'ſt :: 
And mak'ſt an oath the Peer for thy truth, 
Againſt an oath the truth thou art unſure 
To ſwear, ſwear only not to be forſworn; 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear ? 
But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 
And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear. 
Therefore thy. latter vows, againſt thy firſt, 
Is in thyſelf rebellion to thyſelf. 
And better conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againſt theſe giddy, looſe ſuggeſtions ; 
Upon which better part, our pray'rs come in, 
If thou vouchſafe them. But if not, then know, 
The peril of. our curſes light on thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off; 
But, in deſpair, die under their black weight. 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
Faulc. WilPt not be? 
Will not a calve's ſkin ſtop that mouth of thine ? 
Lewis, Father, to arms. 
Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt married ? 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with ſlaughter'd men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſh drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meaſures to our pomp ? 
O huſband, hear me; (ah! alack, how new 
Is huſband in my mouth?) ev'n for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon 
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Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againſt mine Uncle. | 
Conſt. O, upon my knee, | 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n. | a 
Blanch, _ ſhall I ſee thy love; what motive 
a | 
Be ſtronger with thee than the name of wife ? 
Conſt. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His | honour. Oh, thine honour, Lewis, thine ho- 
nour— | 
Lewis, I muſe, your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound refpeths do pull you on? - - 
Pand. I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
K. Philip, Thou ſhalt not need. England, I'll fall 
from thee. ; 
Conft. O fair return of baniſh'd Majeſty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconſtancy | 
K. John. France, thou ſhalt rue this hour within this 
„ Nous *- - | . 
Faulc. Old time the clock-ſetter, that bald ſexton 
time, : 
Is it, as he will? well then, France ſhall rue. 9 
Blanch, The ſun's o'ercaſt with blood: fair day, 
| adieu ! | > 
Which is the fide that I muſt go withal ? 
I am with both, each army hath a hand, 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirl aſunder, and diſmember me. 
Huſband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſ win: 
Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may'ſ loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine; 
Grandam, I will not wiſh thy wiſhes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe : 
Aſſured loſs, before the match be play'd. 
Lewis. Lady, with me, with me thy fortunes lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life 


dies. ; 
K. John, 
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K. John. Couſin, go draw our puiſſance together. 
2 Faulconbridge. 
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood and deareft-valu'd blood of France. 
K. ay Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou 
nhalt turn 
To aſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire : 
Look to thyſelf, thou art in jeopardy. 
K. John. No more than he that threats. To arms, 
let's hie. | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to 4 Fied of Battle. 
Alarms, Excurfions : Enter — nN with Auſtria's 
rad. 


Fauk. N by my life, this day grows wond'rous 
hot; 

Some fiery devil hovers in the ſky, | 

And pours down miſchief. Auftria's head lie there. 

Thus hath King Richard's ſon perform'd his vow, 

And offer'd Auſtria's blood for ſacrifice 

Unto his father's ever-living ſoul. 


< Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 


K. 7ohn. There, Hubert, keep this boy. Richard, 
make u 7 3 
My mother is aſſailed in our tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 
Faulc. My lord, I reſcu'd her: 
Her highneſs is in ſafety, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt, 


Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Re-enter King John, Elinor, 


Arthur, Faulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords. 


K. John. So ſhall it be « 1g Grace ſhall ſtay behind 
So ſtrongly guarded ; Co 


„look not ſad, [To Arthur. 
| Thy 
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Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will 
As - be to thee, as thy father was. | 
Arth. O, this will wad wy NEE * Fiel. | 
K. John. Couſin, away for ; haſte before, _ 
7. r * [To Faule. 
And, ere our coming, ſee thou ſhake the bags 
1 Of hoarding Abbots ; their impriſon'd angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Muſt by the hangry war be fed upon. 
Uſe our commiſhon in its utmoſt force. „ 
Faulc. — book, and candle ſhall not drive me 
ack, 
; When gold and ſilver beck me to come on. 
I leave your highneſs: grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) | 


F For your fair ſafety ; ſo I kiſs " mg hand. 4 
Ek. Farewel, my gentle couſin. ( 
K. John. Coz, farewel. [Exit Faule. : 
Eli. Come hither, little kinſman; — hark, a word. \ 


Taking him to one the flage. 
K. b | other fide. * / 
Come hither, Hubert. © my gentle "Pp 
We owe thee much ; within this wall of fleſh 
There is a ſoul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
; Give me thy band, I had a thing to ſay————— 
But I will fit it with ſome better time. 
By heav'n, Hubert, T'm almoſt aſham'd 
o ſay what good reſpect I have of thee. 
*Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
K. 7ohn, Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo 
et, 
But thou ſhalt have and time ne er {o flow 
Yet it ſhall come for me to ray. A. , ; 
I had a thing to ſay——but let it go: 
The ſun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, 
Attended with the Pleaſures of the world, 


"Wn KING JOHN. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 


To give me audience. If the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 


Sound one unto the drowſie race of night; +» 


If this ſame were a church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed of a thouſand wrongs ; 

Or if that ſurly ſpirit Melancholy 

Had bak'd thy blood and made it heavy-thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot laughter keep mens' eyes, 

And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment: 

(A paſſion hateful to my purpoſes) 

Or if that thou could'ſ ſee me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful ſound of words ; 
Then in deſpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 
I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts : 

But ah, 1 will not—yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'ſt me well. 


Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, £ 


Tho” that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heav'n, I'd do't. | 

K. John. Do not I know, thou would'ſt ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon boy: I'll tell thee what, my friend; 
He is a very ſerpent in my way, 
And, Whereſoe'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me. Doſt thou underſtand me? 
Thou art his keeper, 

Hub. And I'll keep him fo, 
That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty. 

K. Fohn. Death. x 


Hub. My lord? 
K. John A dre 
Hub. He ſhall not live. 


K. John. Enough. 4; 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 
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Well, I'll not ſay what I intend for thee : 
Remember :—Madam, fare you well. | 
[ Returning to the Queen, 
I'll ſend thoſe pow'rs o'er to your Majeſt x. 
Eli. My bleſſing go with thee ! 
K. Fohn. For Enz/and, coulin, go. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, t'attend on you 
With all true duty; on, toward Calais, ho! 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the French Court, © £ 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulph, and Attendants. F 


K. Philip. 80 by a roaring tempeſt on the flood, Fo 
A whole Armada of collected fail ! 
Is ſcatter d and disjoin'd from fellowſhip. | : 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet go well. | 
K. Philip. What can go well, when we have run \ | 
ſeo ill? 1 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers loſt ? 'q 
Arthur ta'en Pris'ner ?. diverſe dear friends lain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'er-beaming interruption, ſpite of France? 
Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify d: 
So hot a ſpeed with ſuch advice diſpos'd, 
Such temp'rate order in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read, or heard, 
Of any kindred action like to this? * 
. Philip. Well could I bear that Eng/and had this 
praiſe, | 
So we could find ſome pattern of our ſhame, 


Enter Conſtance. 


Look, who comes here? a grave unto a ſoul, 
Holding th' eternal ſpirit 'gainſt her will 
In the vile priſon of afflifted breath; 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 
Cenſt. Lo, now, now lee the iſſue of your pexce. 
K. Ph; lid: 


— — 


Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he: 
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K. Philip. Patience, good lady; comfort, gentle 
ance. ; 


Conft. No, I defie all counſel, and redreſs, 
But that, which ends all counſel, true redreſs, 
Death, death ; oh amiable, lovely death ! 


Thou odoriferous ſtench, ſound rottenneſs, 


Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 
Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones ; 
And put my eye- balls in thy vaulty brows; _ 
And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold worms 
And ftop this gap of breath with fulſom duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter, like thyſelf ; F 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil'it, 
And kiſs thee as thy wife; miſery's love, 
O come to me 
K. Philip. O fair affliction, peace. 9 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry ; 
O, that my tongue were in the thender's mouth, 
Then with a paffion I would ſhake the world, 
And rouze from ſleep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
And ſcorns a modern invocation. 
Pand. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrows 
- Conſt. Thou art not holy to belie me ſo ; 


I am not mad; this hair I tear is mine - 
My name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's wife: f 
Young Arthur is my ſon, and he is loſt! i 


Jam not mad; I would to heaven, I were! 
For then, *tis like, I ſhould forget myſelf. 
Oh, if I could, what grief ſhould I forget ! 
Preach ſome philoſophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be canoniz'd, Cardinal : 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon 

How [I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 

If I were-mad I ſhould forget my ſon, 
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I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The diffrent plague of each calamity, | 
K. Philip. Bind up thoſe treſſes ; O, what love I 
note 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her hairs ; 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath fall'n, 
Ev'n'to that drop ten thouſand wiery friends 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief; 
Like true, inſeparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 
Conſt. To England if you will.. 
K. Philip. Bind up your hairs. 
Conſt. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O, that theſe hands could ſo redeem my ſon, 
As they have giv'n theſe hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds ; 
Becauſe my poor child is a priſoner. 
And, father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay, 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heav'n; 
If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 
For fince the birth of Cain, the firſt male-child, 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 
And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
nd he will look as hollow as a ghoſt ; 
4s dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 
And ſo he'll die: and rifing ſo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n 
I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never, 
Muſt 1 behold my pretty Arthur more. 
' Pand. You hold too heinous a reſpect of grief. 
| Conf. He talks to me, that never had a fon.— 
K. Philip. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 
Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child ; 
Lyes in his bed, walks up * down with me; 


Pats on his pretty looks, repeats his words 


Remember: 


FI 
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* Remembers me of all his gracious parts z z: I 


Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 

Then have I reaſon to be fond of grief. 0 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a lols as I, 

J could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upon my head, | 
* 2 [Tearing off ber head-cloaths, 

When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit. k 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair ſon! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 

My widow comfort, and my ſorrow's cure! Exit. 
K. Philip. 1 fear ſome outrage, and 1'11 follow th 

: | xit. 
Lewis, There's nothing in this world can make me 
joy; ä . 
Life is A as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowſie man. 


by 
A bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt the ſweet world's taſtes 


That it yields nought but ſhame and bitterneſs. : 
Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 

Ev'n in the inſtant of repair and health, 

The fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 

What have you loſt by loſing of this day ? 1 
Lewis. All days of glory, joy, and happineſss. 
Pand. If you had won it, certainly, you had. 

No, no; when fortune means to men moſt good, 

She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye. 

"Tis ſtrange to think how much King John hath lot 

In this, which he accounts ſo clearly won. 

Are not you griev'd, that Arthur is his priſoner ? 
Lewis. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 

Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetick ſpirit ; f 

For ev'n the breath of what I mean to ſpeak f 


Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub, 
Out of the path which ſhall directly lead 


Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark. 
John hath ſeiz d Arthur, and it cannot be - 


That 


ty 
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hat whilſt warm life plays in that Infant's veins, 
he miſplac'd 7ehz ſhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reſt. 
A ſcepter, ſnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boiſt'rouſly maintain'd, as gain d. 
And he, that ſtands upon a flipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. 
That John may ſtand, then Aribur needs muſt fall; 
So be it; for it cannot be but ſo. Pe 
Lewis, * what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's 1 
all? y 
Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
is. And loſe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are, and freſh in this old 
| world ? 
v4 lays you plots ; the times —__ with you; 
'or he that ſteeps his ſafety in true blood, 
Shall find but bloody ſafety and untrue. 
This act, fo evilly borne, ſhall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
That no ſo ſmall advantage ſhall flip forth 
To check his reign, but they will cheriſh it. 
No nat'ral exhalation in the {ky, 
No ſeape of nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
No common wind, no cuſtomed event, 
But they will pluck away its nat'ral cauſe, 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and ſigns, 
Abortives, and preſages, tongues of heav'n 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 
Lewis, wy be, he will not touch young Arthur's 
ife, 
But hold himſelf ſafe in his priſonment. 

Pand. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 
If that young Artbur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies : and then the hearts 
Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 

And kiſs the lips of unacquainted change; 
And pick ſtrong matter of 9 and wrath, 


Out 
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Out of the bloody fingers' ends of bn. 

Methinks, I ſee this hurly all on font: 

And O, what better matter breeds for you 

Than I have nam'd ! The baſtard Faulconbridge 

Is now in England, ranſacking the church, | 

Offending charity. If but twelve French 

Were there in arms, they would be as a call 

To train ten thouſand Ergh/s to their fide ; 

Or, as a little ſnow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the king : 'tis wonderful 

What may be'wrought out of their diſcontent. 

Now that their ſouls are top-full of offence, 

For England go; I will whet on the King. 15 
Lewis. Strong reaſon makes ſtrong actions: let us go; 

If you ſay ay, the King will not ſay uc. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE, changes to England. 
A Priſon. 


Enter Hubert and E xecutioners. 


Hus ER r. 


E A T me theſe irons hot, and, look, thou ſtand 
Within the arras; when I ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, ruſh forth ; 
And bind the boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the chair: be heedful ; hence, and watch. 
Exec. J hope, your warrant will bear out the deed.. 
Hub. Uncleanly ſcruples ! fear not you: look to't. 
Young lad, come forth; I have to ſay with you. 


Enter Arthur. 


Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 
Arth. As little prince (having ſo great a title 
To be more prince) as may be. You are ſad. 
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 
Artb. Mercy on me! 
Methinks, no body ſhould be ſad but I; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as ſad as night, 
Only for wantonneſs. By my es, 
So were I out of priſon, and kept ſheep, 
I ſhould be merry as the day is long. 
And ſo I would be here, but that, 1 doubt, 
My uncle practiſes more harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it wy fault that I was Gere fon ? 
* C 2 Indeed 
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Indeed, it is not; and I would to heav'n, _ | 
I were your ſon, ſo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch. [ Aſide, 
Arth. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to-day ; 
In ſooth, I wou'd, you were a little fick ; | 
That I might fit all night and watch with you. 
Alas, I love you more than you do me! 
Hub. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom. 
R ad here, young Arthur ——— [Shewing a Paper, 
How now, fooliſh rheum, | [ 4Hfiae, 
Turning diſ-piteous torture out of door! ; 
I muſt be brief, leſt reſolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womaniſh tears... 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul effect. 
Muſt you with irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Hub. Young boy, I muſt, 
Arth. And will you ? 
Hub. And I will. 2 
Arth. Have you the heart ? when your head did but 
ake, 
T knit my handkerchief about your brows ; 
(The beſt I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 
And ] did never aſk it you again; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 
Saying, What lack you ? and where lies your grief? 
Or what good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's ſon would have laid ſtill, 
And ne'er have ſpoken a loving word to you ; ' 
But you at your fick ſervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning, Do an if you will : 
Tf heav'n be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 


VW hy the, you muſt— Will you put out mine eyes: 
Thee eyes, that never did, nor never ſnall, : 
80 much as frown on you, Hub, 
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Hub. Tre ſworn to do it; 1 
And with hot irons muſt I burn them out. 
Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would doit. 
The iron of itſelf, tho heat red hot, 
Approaching near theſe eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench its fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence: 
Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more ſtubborn-hard, than hammer'd iron ? 
Oh ! if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, 
> would not have believ'd him; no tongue, but Hubert s. 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you. 
[Stamps, and the men enter. 
Arth. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me l my eyes are out, 
E v'n with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt rous rough? 
I will not firuggle, I will ſtand ſtone-ſtill. 
For heav'n's — Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb. BEL 
I will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſ 2a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and F'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. | 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 
Exer. I am bet pleas'd to be from ſuch a deed. [Exeurt. 
Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend ; © 
He hath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart ; 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to. yours. 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourſelf. 
Arth. Is there no remedy ? 
Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. 1 
Arth. O heav'n ! that there were but amothin yours, 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand'ring bair, 5 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe: a 


C 3 Then, 


14 KING JOHN. 


Then, feeling what ſmall things are boiſt'rous there, 

Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. ; 
Hub. Is this your promiſe ? go to, hold your tongue. 
Arth. Hubert, The utterance of a brace of tongues 

Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 

Let me not hold my tongue: let me not, Hubert; 

Or Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 

So I may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes 

Though to no uſe, but ſtill to look on you. 

Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 

And would not harm me. 


Hub. I can heat it, boy. | 
Arth. No, in. good ſooth, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd | 
In undeſerv'd extreams ; ſee elſe yourſelf, 
'There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heav'n hath blown its ſpirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant aſhes on its head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert z 

Nay, it, perchance, will ſparkle in your eyes: 
And like a dog, that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his maſter that doth tarre him on. 
All things, that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office; only you do lack 
'That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes. 
Hub. Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eye, 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle owns ; 
Vet am I ſworn; and I did purpoſe, boy, 
With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 
Artb. O, now you look like Hubert, All this while 
You were diſguiſed. | 
Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu, 
Your uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
PII fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports: 
And, pretty child, ſleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
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That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. * 

Arth. O heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Court of England. 


Enter King John, Pembroke, Saliſbury, and other Lords 


K. John. E RE once again we fit, once again 
crown d, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 

Pemb. This once again, but thatyour highneſs pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperflucus ; you were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off: 

The faiths of men ne'er ſtained with revolt: 
Freſh expeRation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ſtate. 

Sal. Therefore to be poſſeſs'd with double pomp, 
& guard hier — was rich before, 

o gild re , to paint the lilly, 

To — a — on 12 violet, N 

To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper- light 

To ſeek the beauteous eye of heay'n to garniſh, 
Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 

Pemb. But that your royal pleaſure muſt be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told, 

And in the laſt repeating troubleſome ; 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable. 

Sal. In this the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
pe 1 like a ſhifted wind unto a ſail, 

It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights confideration ; 

Makes ſound opinion fick, and truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on ſo new a faſhion'd robe. 

Pemb. When workmen ftrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their feill in covetouſneſs ; 
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And oftentimes excuſing of a fault 

Doth make the fault the worſe by the excuſe : 
As patches, ſet upon alittle breach, 
Diſtredit more in hiding of the fault, 

Than did the fault before it was fo patch'd. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new crown'd, 
We breath'd our counſel; but it pleas'd your highneſs 
To over-bear it; and we're all well pleas'd ; 

Since all and every part of what we would, 
Muſt make a ſtand at what your highneſs will. 
K. John. Some reaſons of this double coronation 


LT have poſſeſt you with, and think them ſtrong. 


And more, more ſtrong, (the leſſer is my fear 
I ſhall endue you with : mean time, but aſk 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requeſts. 
Pemb. Then I, as one that am the tongue of theſe; 
To ſound the purpoſes of all their hearts, 
(Both for myſelf and them ; but chief of all, 
Your ſafety ; for the which, myſelf and they 
Bend their beſt ſtudies 3) heartily requeſt 
Th' infranchiſement of Arthur; whoſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murm'ring lips of diſcontent 
To break into this dang'rous argument ; 
If what in reſt you have, in rig t you hold, 
Why ſhou'd your fears, (which, as they ſay, 
The ſteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choke his days 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth 
'The rich advantage of good exerciſe ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occaſions, let it be our ſuit, 
That you have bid us aſk his liberty; 
Which for our good we do no further aſk, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal, that he have liberty, 
Enter Hubert. 
K. Jobn. Let it be ſo; 1 do commit his youth 1 
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To your direction. Hubert. what news with you? 
Pemb. This is the man hould do the bloody deed: 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpett of his | 
Does ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt. 
And I do fearfully believe tis done, 
What we ſo fear'd he had a charge to do. 
Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go, 
Between his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fent : 
His paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet child's death. 
K. John. We cannot hold mortality's ſtrong 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The ſuit which you demand, js gone, and dead. 

He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to-night. | 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ſickneſs was paſt cure. 
Pemb. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was 

Before the child himſelf felt he was ſick. 
This muſt be anſwer' d, either here, or hence. | 

K. Jahn. Why do you bend ſuch folemn brows on me ? 
Think you, I bear the ſhears of deſtiny ? | 
Have I commandment on the pulſe of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent ſoul play, and tis ſhame 
That greatneſs ſhould ſo groſly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game, and ſo farewell! 

Pemb, Stay yet, lord Salicbury, Tll go with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child. 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which own'd the breadth of all this iſle, 
'Three foot of it doth hold, ; bad world the while ! 
This muſt not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To all our ſorrows, and ere long I doubt. [ Exeunt. 


Enter @ Meſſenger. 
K. John. They burn in indignatian, I repent. 7 
There is no ſure foundation — blood 3 
No certain life atchiev'd by — death — e 
3 
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A fearful eye thou haſt; where is that blood [To the My/. 
That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a ſtorm : | 

Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France ? 

Meſ. From France to England never ſuch a power, 

For any foreign preparation, 

Was levy'd in the body of a land. 

The copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould be told, they do 1 
The tidings come, and they are all arriv'd. 

K. John. O where hath our intelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it ſlept? where is my mother's care ? 
That ſuch an army ſhould be drawn in France, 

And ſhe not hear of it ? 

Mef. My Liege, her ear 
Is ſtopt with duf : the firſt of April, dy'd 
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my lord, 

The lady Conflance in a frenzie dy d 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
J jdly heard; if true or falſe, I know not. 

K. John, With-hold thy ſpeed, dreadful occaſion 
O make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My diſcontented peers. What ! mother dead? 

How wildly then walks my eſtate in France / 

Under whoſe condu came thoſe powers of France, 

That thou, for truth giv'ſt out, are landed here? 
Mef/. Under the Dauphin. 


Enter Faulconbridge, and Peter of Pomfret, 


K, 7ehn. Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill tidings, Now, what ſays the world 
To your proceedings ? Do not ſeek to ſtuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Fulc. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unheard fall on your head, 

K. John. Bear with me, Couſin ; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
Of any tongue, ſpeak it of what i; will. 


Faule. 
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Faulc. How I have ſped among the clergymen, 
The ſums I have collected ſhall expreſs. - - 
But as I travell'd hither thro” the land, 
I find the people ſtrangely fantaſied; 
Poſſeſt with rumours, full of idle dreams ; ; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear: 
And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels; 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh-ſounding rhimes, 
That, ere the next 4/cen/ion-day at noon, 
Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your crown. 
K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did'ſt thou fo? 
Peter. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out [cs 
K. John, Hubert, away with him, impriſon him. 
And on that day at noon, whereon he fays 
I ſhall yield up my crown, let him be — d. 
Deliver him to cafe ety, and return, 
For I muſt uſe thee——O my gentle Couſin, 
Exit Hubert with Peter. 
Hear'ſt thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ? 5 
Faulc. 7 French, my lord, men's mouths are full 
Ot it. 
Beſides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Saliabury, 
With eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to ſeek the grave 
Of Arthur, whom they ſay is kill'd to-night - 
On your ſuggeſtion. 
K. John. te kinſman, go 
And thruſt thyſelf into their pany + > 
I have a way to win their loves again: 
Bring them before me. 
Faulc. I will ſeek them out. 
K. Jahn. Nay, but make haſte: the bettes font bees 
O, let me have no ſubject enemies, 
When adverſe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of ſtout invaſion. 
Be Mercury, fet feathers to thy heels ; 
And fly, like thought, 9 to me again. 
6 


Fan. 
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Faulc. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me * 
*[ Exit. 

K. 7:hn. Spoke like a ſprightful noble gentleman. 

Go after him ; for he, perhaps, ſhall need 

Some meſſenger betwixt me and the Peers; 

And be thou he. | F 
MeV. With all my heart, my Liege. xit, 
K. 7ohn. My mother dead! 


Enter Hubert. 


Hub. My lord, they ſay, five moons were ſeen to night: 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirt about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 
K. John. Five moons ! 
Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the ſtreets, 
Do propheſie upon it dangerouſly : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths ; 
And when they talk of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another in the ear, 
And he, that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
Whilſt he, that hears, makes fearful action * 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilſt his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's news, 
Who with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte . 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet, | 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embattelled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean unwaſh'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
K. yon. Why ſeek 'ſt thou to poſſeſs me with theſe 
ears ?. 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had a cauſe 
To wiſh him dead, but thou had'ſ none to kill him. 
Hub. Had none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro- 


voke me? 
K. Jobr. 
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K. Jobn. It is the carſe of Kings, to be attended 
By ſlaves, that take their humours for a warrant, 
To break into the bloody houſe of liſe: N 
And, on the winking of authority, 
To underſtand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dang'rous majeſty ; when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour, than advis'd * 
Hub. Here is your hand and ſeal for what I did. 
K. John. Oh, when the laſt account 'twixt heav'n 
and earth | 
Is to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 
Witneſs againſt us to damnation. 
How oft the ſight of means, to do ill deeds, | 
Makes deeds ill done? for hadſt not thou been by, 
A fellow, by the hand of nature mark'd, | 
2 and fign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 
This murder had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
J faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death. 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, | 
Mad'ſt it no Conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hub. My Lord | 
K. John. Had on but ſhook thy head, or made & 
pau E, ˖ 
When I ſpake darkly what I purpoſed: © 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break off, 
And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, | 
And didſt in ſigns again parley with fin ; 
Yea, without ſtop, Ada let thy heart conſent, 


And conſequently thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my ſight, and never ſee me more 

My nobles leave me, and my ſtate is brav'd, 

Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs : 


Nay; 
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Nay, in the body of this fleſhly land, 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and death, 
Hoſtility and civil tumult reigns, | 
Between my conſcience and my couſin's death. 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other enemies, 
I'lt make a peace between your ſoul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive; this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood. 
Within this boſom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought, 
And you have flander'd nature in my form; 
Which, howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 
K. John. Doth Arthur live? O, haſte thee to the Peers, 
Throw this report on their incenſed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind; 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anſwer not, but to my cloſet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haſte. 
J conjure thee but ſlowly ; run more faſt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Street befere a Priſon. 
Enter Arthur on the Walls diſguis'd. 


bang it wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 

| Good — be pitiful, and hurt me not! 

There's few or none do know me: if they did, 

This fhip- boy's ſemblance hath diſguis'd me quite. 

Jam afraid, and yet I'll venture it. 

IfI ger down, and do not break my limbs, 

I'll find a thouſand ſhifts to get away: 

As good to dic, and go; as die, and ſtay, [ Leaps dbæun. 

Oh me! my Uncle's ſpirit is in theſe ſtones : | 

Heav'n take my ſoul, and Englam keep my bones! [ Dies. 
Euter 
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Baer Pembroke, Saliſbury and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him-at St. Edmond/0wy; 
It is our ſafety; and we muſt embrace. ; - Y 


This gentle offer of the perilous time. a” 
Pemb. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal? 


Sal. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France, 
Whoſe private with me of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more gen'ral than theſe lines import. 
Bigot. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 
$7 Or rather then ſet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days journey, lords, or ere we meet. 


Enter Faulconbridge. | 
Faule. Once more to-day well met, diſtemper'd lords; 


The King by rae requeſts your preſence trait. 
Sal. The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelf of us; 


We will not line his thin, beſtained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot, 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks. 
Return, and tell him ſo : we know the worſt. 
Faulc. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, 
were beſt, © 
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reaſon now. 
Faulc. But there is little reaſon in your grief, 
Therefore twere reaſon, you had manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 
Faulc. "Tis true, to hurt its maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the priſon : what is he lies here? 
p Arthur. 


LIEN rr 
Pemb, 2 death, made proud with pure — princely 
beauty! | | * 2M 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 
Sal. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 
Dath lay it open to urge on revenge. 1 
Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave, 
Found it too precious, princely, for a grave. | 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, + 
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Or do yon almoſt think, altho' you ſee, ' - 
What —_ ſee? Could asg ent this object, 
Form ſuch another; tis the very top, 2 
The height, the creſt, or creſt unto the creſt 
Of murder's arms; this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt ſavag'ry, the vileſt ſtroke, 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage, 
Preſented to the tears of foft remorſe. 
Pemb. All murders paſt do ſtand excus d in this; 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten ſins of time; 6 
And prove a deadly bloodſhed but a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle. 
Faulc. It is a damned and a bloody work, 
The graceleſs action of a heavy as 
If that it be the work of any hand. | 4 
Sal. If that it be the work of any hand? 
We had a kind of light, what would enſue. 
It is the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand, 
The practice and the purpoſe of the King: 
From whale ohedience I forbid my ſoul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of ſweet life, 
And breathing to this breathleſs excellence 
The incenſe of a vow, a holy vow ! 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infeQed with delight, 
Nor converſant with eaſe and 1dleneſs, 
Till I have ſet a glory to this band, 
By giving it the worſhip of revenge. 


oy } Our 998 ute confirm thy words, 
Enter Hubert. | 
Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte, in ſeeking you; 


frthur doth live, the king hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Oh, he is bold, and bluſhes not at death; 


Avyaunt, thou hateful Villain, get thee gone 
Hub. I am no villain, | 


Sal. 
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Sal. Maſt I rob the law? [ Drawing hi: Sword: 
Faulc. Your Sword is bright, Sir, pur it up again. 
Sal. Not till I ſheath it in a murd'rer's ſkin. | 
Hub. Stand back, lord Sahibury ; ſtand back, I fay ; 
By heav'n, I think, my ſword's as ſharp as yours. 
I would not have you, Lord, ft yourſelf, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Leſt I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility. 
Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar'ſt thou brave a Nobleman ? 
1 Not SP oy 1 I dare defend 
y innocent life againſt an Emperor. | 
Sal. 'Thou art a — 2 


Yet, I am none. Whoſe to ſoe er ſpeaks falſe, ; 
Not truly ſpeaks : who cake aetiraly, — 


Hub. Lord Bigat, I am none. 

Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince? E! 

Hub. Tis not an hour ſince I left him well: 

I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep 
My date of life out for his ſweet life's loſs. 

Lal. Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without ſuch 'rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem - 
Like rivers of remorſe and innocence. | 
Away with me all you, whoſe ſouls abhor 
Th' uncleanly ſavour of a flaughter- houſe, 
For J am flifled with the ſmell of fin, ; 

| | Bigot. 
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Bigot. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there. 
Pemb. There, tell the king, he may enquire us out, 
[ Exeunt Lords, 
' Faulc, Here's a good world; knew you of this fair 
Work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs reach 
Of mercy, (if thou didſt this deed of death) 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 
Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Faulc. Ha? I'll tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd ſo black—nay, nothing is ſo black; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer: 
'There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell | 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou didſt kill this child. * 
Hub. Upon my ſoul 
Faulc. If thou didſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair, 
And if thou want'ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread 
That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb, 
Will ſtrangle thee; a ruſh will be a beam 
To hang thee on: or would'ſt thou drown thyſelf, 
Put but a little water in a ſpoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. 
I do falped thee very grievouſly. 
Hub. If I in act, conſent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me 
I left him well. 
Faulc. Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and loſe my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eaſie doſt thou take all Exg/and up 
From forth this morſel of dead Royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to heav'n: and England now is left 
To tug and ſcramble, and to part by th" teeth 
The unow'd intereſt of proud ſwelling State. 


* 
. 


Now 
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Now * the bare- * bone of f 
Doth dogged war briſtle his angry 

And ſnarleth 3 in the gentle eyes . — 
Now Pow'rs from home and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaſt confuſion waits 

(As doth a Raven on a ſick, faln beaſt) 

The imminent Decay of wreſted Pomp. 

Now happy he, whoſe cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempeſt, Bear away that child, 
And follow me with/ſpeed ; I'll to the King; 

A thouſand buſineſſes are brief at hand, 

And heav'n itſelf doth frown'upon the Land, [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE, the Cort of ENGLAND. 


Enter King John, Pandulph, aud Attendants, 


| K. Jeu. 


H Us I have yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my Glory. [Giving the Crown; 
| Pand. Take again 

From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 

Your ſovereign Greatneſs and _— 
K. John. Vow keep your holy word; go meet thg 
French, 
And from his Holineſs uſe all your power 
To ſtop their Marches, fore we are inflam'd. 
Our diſcontented Counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of ſoul, 
To ftranger blood, to foreign Royalty ; 
'Fhis inundation of miſtemper'd humour 
Reſts by you only to be qualify'd. | 
Then pauſe not; for the preſent time's ſo fick, 
That preſent medicine muſt be miniſtred, 
Or Overthrow incurable inſues. 
Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 
Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: 
But ſince you are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue ſhall huſh again this ſtorm of war; 
And make fair weather in your bluſt'ring Land. 
On this Aſcen ſion-day, remember well, 


Upon your oath of ſervice to the * 
Gol to make the French lay down their arms. ¶ Exit. 
; K. John, 


v. 
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K. Fohn. Is this 4cenflon-day did not the Prophet 


Say, that before 4/cen/ion-day at noon. 7 
My Crown I ſhould give off? even fo I have: 

I did ſuppoſe, it ſhould be on conſtraint ; 

But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 


Enter Faulconbridge. 


Faulc. All Kent hath yielded, —_— there holds oùt 
But Dover- Caſtle: on hath receiv'd, 
Like a kind hoſt, the Dauphin and his Powers. 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer ſervice to your enemy; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 
K. John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? | 
Faulc. They found him dead, and caſt into the ſtreets, 
An empty caſket, where the jewel, life, 
By ſome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live. 
Fault. So on my ſoul he did, for aught he knew: 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you ſad? * 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 
Let not the world ſee fear and ſad diſtruſt 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 
Be ſtirring as the time; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threatner, and out- face the brow 
Of bragging horror : ſo ſhall inferior eyes, 
That borrow their behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by = example; and put on 
The dauntleſs ſpirit of reſolution. 
Away, and gliſter like the God of war, 
When he intendeth to become the field ; 
Shew boldneſs and aſpiring confidence. 
What, ſhall they feek the Lion in his den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh, let it not be ſaid ! Forage, and run | 
To meet diſpleafure farther Bann the doors; 
And grapple with him, ere he come ſo nigh. 
| K. Jeln. 
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K. Fehn. The Legate of the Pope hath been with 


me, 6 

And J have made a happy peace with him; 
And he hath promis'd to diſmiſs the Powers 
Led by the Daupbin. 

Faulc. Oh inglorious league 
Shall we, upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play- orders, and make compromiſe, 
Inſinuation, parley, and baſe truce, 
To arms invaſive ? ſhall a beardleſs boy, 
A cocker'd, ſilken, Wanton brave our fields, 
And fleſh his ſpirit in a warlike ſoil, 
Mocking the air with Colours idly ſpread, 
And find no check ? let us, my Liege, to arms : 
Perchance, the Cardinal can't make your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid, 
'They ſaw, we had a purpoſe of defence. 

K. Jobn. Have thou the ord'ring of this preſent 


time. 
Faulc. Away then, with good courage; yet, I know, 
Our Party may well meet a prouder foe. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Dauphin's Camp at 
St. Edmondsbury. 


Enter, in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke, 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 


Leauis. Y lord Melun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it ſafe for our remembrance: 
Return the precedent to theſe lords again, 
That having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, peruſing o'er theſe notes, 
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament ; 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 
Sal. Upon our fides it never ſhall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we ſwear 
A voluntary zeal and unurg'd faith * 
0 
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To your proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch a Sore of time 
Should ſeek a plaiſter by contemn'd revolt ; 
And heal th' inveterate canker of one wound, 
By making many. Oh, it grieves my ſoul, 
That I muſt draw this metal from my fide 
To be a widow-maker: -oh, and there, 
Where honourable reſcue, and defence, 
Cries out upon the name of Saliſbury. 
But ſuch is the infection of the time, 
That, for the health and phyſick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ſtern injuſtice, and confuſed wrong. 
And is't not pity, oh my grieved friends ! 
That we, the ſons and children of this Iſle, 
Were born to ſee fo ſad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger March 
Upon her gentle boſom, and fill up 
Her enemies ranks? (I muſt withdraw and weep 
Upon the Spot of this enforced cauſe ;) 
To grace the gentry of a Land remote, 
And follow unacquainted Colours here? 
What, here? O nation, that thou could'ſ remove! 
That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyſelf, 
And grapple thee unto a Pagan ſhore ! 
Where theſe two chriſtian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo — by 2 

Lewis. A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this; 
And great affection, wreſtling in thy boſom, 
Doth make an earthquake of Nobility. 
Oh, what a noble combat haſt thou 2. 
Between compulſion, and a brave reſpe&! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That ſilverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath . at a lady's tears, 
—＋ $93 ordinary inundation: 
But chis effuſion of ſuch manly drops, 
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This ſhow'r, blown up by tempeſt of the foul, 


Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd, 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of heav'n 
Figur'd.quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Sa/z/bury, 

And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm. 
Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby-eyes, 

'That never ſaw the giant world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune, other than at feaſts, 

Full- warm of blood, of mirth, of goſſiping. 

Come, come; for thou ſhalt thruſt thy hand as deep 
Into the purſe of rich proſperity, 

As Lewis himſelf; fo, Nobles, ſhall you all, 
That knit your ſinews to the ſtrength of mine. 


Enter Pandulph. 


And even there, methinks, an angel ſpake ! 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 
And on our actions ſet the name of Right 
With holy breath. 
Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France 
The next is this: King John hath reconcil'd 
Himſelf to Rome; his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome. 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
And tame the ſavage ſpirit of wild war; 
That, like a Lion foſter'd up at hand, 
It may lye gently at the foot of peace: 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew. 
Lewis. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back: 
J am too high-born to be propertied, ' Da 
To be a ſecondary at control ; 4 
Or uſeful ſerving- man, and inſtrument, 
To any ſovereign State throughout the world. 
Vour breath firſt Kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaſtis d Kingdom and myſelf ; 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire. 


And 


5. : 
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And now 'tis far too huge to be blo.n out. 
With that ſame weak wind which enkindled it. 

You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with int'reſt to this Land. 

Yea, thruſt this enterprise into my heat: 
And come ye now, to tell me John hath made 

His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me, 

I, by the honour of my N 1 46244 "64% 
After young 4rthur, claim this d for mine 
And now it is half conquer d. mut I back, p 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Rome's ſlave? what penny hath Rome borne, 
What men provided, what munition ſent; 
To under prop this action? Ist not!! 
That undergo this charge? who elſe but I, 

And ſuch as to my Claim are liable, 

Sweat in this buſineſs, and maintain this war ? 

Have I not heard theſe iſlanders ſhout out, 

Vive le Roy ! as I have bank'd their towns? 


Have I not here the beſt cards for.the game, * 
To win this eaſie match, plaid for a Crown l re 
And ſhall I now. give o'er the yielded ſet? ? 


No, on my ſoul, it never ſhall be ſaid. 1 
Pand. You look but on the outſide of this work. 
Lewis, Outſide, or inſide, I will not return, 

Till my attempt ſo much be glorihed, , 

As to my ample hope was promiſed, e 

Before | drew this gallant head of war: 

And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world,. 

To outlook Conqueſt, and to win Renown: | ; 

Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 1 

23 Trumpet ſounds, 

5 What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us 
| - Enter Favlconbridge. ay 
Fault. According to the fair play of the world, 

Let me have audience; I am ſent to fpeak,.. 

My holy lord of Main, from the Kings  _ 

I come, to learn how you 8 7 dealt for him: 1 


7 


3 


74 KING JOHN. 


And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
And varrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 
He flatly ſays, he'll not lay down his arms. 

Faulc. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our Engl King; 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me: 

He is prepar'd ; and reaſon too, he ſhould. 
This apiſh and unmannerly approach, 
This harneſs'd mask, and unadviſed revel, 
This unhair'd ſawcineſs and boyiſh troops, 
The King doth ſmile at; and is well prepar' 
To whip this dwarfiſh war, theſe pigmy arms, 
From out the circle of his Territories. 
That hand which had the ſtrength, ev'n at your door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 
To crouch in litter of your ſtable planks, 
To lye, like pawns, lock'd up in cheits and trunks 
To herd with ſwine ; to ſeek ſweet ſafety out 
In vaults and priſons ; and to thrill, and ſhake, 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's Crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Engliſb man; 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chaſtiſement ? 
No; know the gallant Monarch is in arms ; 
And like an Eagle o'er his Aiery tow'rs, 
To ſouſe annoiance that comes near his neſt. 
And you degen'rate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloody ero's, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, bluſh for ſhame, 
For your own ladies, a pale-viſag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 
Lewis, There gs thy brave, and turn thy face in 
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We r thou canſt out- ſcold us; fare thee well: 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſach a babler. 

Pad. Give me leave to ſpeak. 

Faule. No, I will ſpeak. 

Lewis, We will attend to neither: 

Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reſt, and our being here, 

Faulc. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten ; do but ſtart | 
And echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And cv'n at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 

That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine, 

Sound but another, and another ſhall 

As loud as thine rattle the welkin's ear, 

And mock the deep«mouth'd thunder. For at hand 

ot truſting, to this halting Legate here, 

hom he hath us'd rather for than need) 

Is warlike Jan; and in his forehead fits 

A bare-ribb'd death; whoſe office is this day 

To feaſt upon v. ®ole thouſands of the French, 
Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Faulc. And thou ſhalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE chnge! ts # Fidd of Battle 


Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 


K. John. OW «hay day with us ? oh, tell me- 
f. 
Hub. Badly, I fear ? how fares your Majeſty? 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy on me; ob, my heart is fick ! | 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My lord, valiant kinſman Faulconbridge 
Deſires your Majolty to leave the field ; 


And ſend him word by me _ way you go. 
2 


K. Joln. 


76 KING JOHN, 


| 
5 K. John. Tell him, tow'rd Sxuinflead, in the Abbey 
WW. there. | 9 * 4 8 
bw Meſ. Be of good Comfort: for the great ſupply 
17 That was expected by the Dauphin here, | 
18 Are wreck'd three nights ** on Goodwin ſands. 
1 This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 
K. Jen. Ah me! this tyrant fever burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on tow'rd 1 to my Litter ſtrait; 
Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and 1 am faint, [Excunt, 


SCENE changes to the French Camp. 


Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 


Sal. T Did not think the King ſo tor'd with friends. 
Pemb. Up once again; put ſpirit in the French : 
If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſ- begotien drvn Fawconbridge, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. : 
 Pentb. 2 2 King Jon, ſore 5ck, hath left the 
field. 


Enter Mclun wounded. 


Melun. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 
Pemb. It is the Count Melun. | 

Sal. Wounded to death. | 

Melun. Fly, noble Englih, ye are bought and ſold ; 
| Untread the rude way of Rebellion, | 
W And welcome home again diſcarded faith. 

2 Seek out King 7ehn, and fall before his feet: 
3 For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
.\ [ | He means to recompence the pains you take 
* By cutting off your heads: thus hath he ſworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the altar at St. EAmendibury; 
Ev'n on that altar, where we ſwore to you 
Dear amity and everlaſting love. 


Sal. 


y 
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Sal. May this be poſſible ! may this be true ! 

Melus. Have | not hideons death within my view 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 5 
Which bleeds away, ev'n as a form of wax 


Reſolveth from its figure 'gainſt the fire? 


What in the world ſhould make me now deceive; 


Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 
Why ſhould I then be falſe, ſince it is true, 
That I muſt die here, and live hence by truth ? 
1 ſay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forſworn, if e'er thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day-break in the eaſt. 
But ev'n this night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmokes about the burning creſt | 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied ſun, 
Ev'n this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with-a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Lewis, by your aſſiſtance, win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King : 
The love of him, and this reſpect beſid 
(For that my grandfire was an Enghfman 
Awakes my conſeience to confeſs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray yon, bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field: 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace; and part this body and my foul _, 
With contemplation, and devout deſires. 

Sal. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my ſoul, 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe bounds, we have o er- look d 
And calmly run on in obedience 
Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King John. 
My arm ſhall give thee help to bear hence. 

| | 2 Fon 
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For I do ſee the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine Eye. Away, my friends; — fight W 


And happy nzwneſs, that intends old rig | 
[ Exeunt, te wy Melun. 


8 CE NE changes to a * 78 Part of the French 
: Cum p. 


Enter "Brag and his Train. 


Lewis. HE ſun of heav'n, methought, was loth to 
, ſet, 

But ſtaid, and made the weſlern welkin bluſh ; 
When th' Eng// meaſur'd backward their own 9 
In faint retire : oh, bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
Aſter ſuch bloody toil, we bid good night ; 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Lait in the field, and almoſt lords of it !—— 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Ieſ. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lewis. Here; what news? 

Mef. The count*Melun is lain ; the Eng/ lords 
By his perſwaſion are again fall'n off; 
And your ſap ly, which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are caft away, and ſunk on G:edwix ſands. 

Lexis, Ah foul, ſhrewd, news] Beſhrew thy very heart, 
J did not think to be fo ſad to-night, 
As this hath made me. Who was he, that ſaid, 
King 7ohndid fly, an hour or two before 
The th mbliog night did part 'our weary powers ? 

Meſ. Who ever ſpoke it, it is true, my lord. 

| Lexvis, Well, keep good quarter, and good care to- 


The d- SUR od 4s © Won ml. : 
Totry he fiir adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE, an open Plate in the Neighbourhood 5 
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Swinſtead Abbey. |: 
Enter Faulconbridge, and Hubert, ſeveralh. AY 
Hub. H O's there? ſpeak, ho! ſpeak quickly, \ 
or I ſhoot. — 2 


Faule. A friend. What art thou ? 
Hab. Of the part of Eagland-. 
Faulc. And whither doſt thou go? 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine affairs, 

As well as thou of mine ? 

Faule. Hubert, I think. 
Hub. Thou haſt a perfect thought: 

I will upon all hazards well believe 

Thou art my friend, that know'ſt my tongue fo well: 

Who art thou ? 

Faule. Who thou wilt; and, if you pleaſe, £ 

Thou may'ſt be- friend me ſo much, as to think, 

I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyeleſs night 

Have done me ſhame ; brave ſoldier, pardon 

'That any accent, breaking from thy tongue, 

Should *ſcape the true. acquaintance of mine ear. 
Fanlc, Come, come; /ans compliment, what news abroad? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 

To find you out. 

Faulc. Brief then: and what's the news? 
Hub, O my ſweet Sir, news fitting to the night; 

Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. ; 
Faulc. Shew me the very wound of this ill news, 

I am no woman, I'll not ſwoon at it. 

| Hub. The King, I fear; is poiſon'd by a Monk: 

J left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out © 

T' acquaint you with this evil; that you might 

The better arm you to the ſudden time, 

Than if you had at leiſure known of this, 
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Faulc. How did he take it Who did taſte to him ? 
Hub. A monk, I tell you a reſolved villain, 
Whoſe bowels ſuddenly burſt out; the King 
Yet ſpeaks; and peradventure may recover. 
Faule. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 
Hub. 8 you not? the lords are all come 
act, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company; 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are-all about his Majeſty. | 
Faulk. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heav'n! 
And tempt us not to bear above our power. 
I'Il tell thee, Hubert, half my pow'rs this night, 
Paſſing theſe flats, are taken by the tide z 
Theſe Lincoln- waſnes have devoured them; 
Myſelf, well mounted, hardly have eſcaped. 
Away, before: conduct me to the King; 
I doubt, he will be dead, or e'er I come. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes ts the Orchard in Swinſtead Abley, 


Enter Prince Henry, Saliſbury and Bigot. 


Henry. T is too late; the life of all his blood 

| Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 
(Which, ſome ſuppoſe, the ſoul's frail dwelling houſe, ] 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, . 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 


Enter Pembroke. 
Pemb. His highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief, 


That, being brought into the open air, 


It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poiſon which affaileth him. 

Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here z 
Doth he ſtill rage ? 

Pemb. He is more patient, 


Than when you left him; even now he ſung, 


Henry, Oh vanity of fickneſs! fierce extremes = 
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In their continuance wil BR 
Death having prey'd up butward parts, 
Leaves them; inviſible his ſiege is now, 
Againſt the mind ; che which he pricks and wounds 
With maay legions of wes fantaſies ; 
Which, in their throng, and preſs to that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that death ſhould 
ſing ; 
I am the . to this pale, faint ſwan, 
Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fings 
His ſoul and body to their laſting reſt. | | 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince; for you are born 
To ſet a form upon that indigeſt, 
Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſs and ſo rude, 
King John brought in, | 
K. John, Ay, marry, now my ſoul hath elbow-roomy 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors, 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt; 
J am a ſcribbled form drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire | 
Do I ſhrink up. | TOY 
Henry. How fares your Majeſty ? | 3 
K. John. Poiſon'd, ill fare ! dead, forſook, caſt off; 
And none of you will bid the winter come ; 
To thruſt his icy fingers in my maw; ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn'd boſom : nor intreat the north 
To 4 his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I aſk not much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are fo ſtrait, 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 
Henry. Oh, that there were ſome virtue in my tears, 
'That might relieve you! | 
K. 7ohn. The ſalt of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poiſon 
Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize 
On unrep-ievable, condemned blood, 


1 
Faulc. Oh! I am ſcalde sg 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. 

K. John. Oh! couſin, thou art come to ſet mine eye: 

The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt; 
And all the ſhrouds, wherewith my life ſhould ſail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 
My heart hath one poor ſtring to ſtay it by, 
Which holds but*till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faulc. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where, heav'n he knows, how we ſhall anſwer kim. 
For, in a night, the beſt part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove, ; 
Were in the waſhes, all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flopd, [Thr King dn. 

Sal. You breathe theſe dead news in as dead an ear; 

My Liege! my Lord !—but now a King—now thus, 
Henry. Ev'n ſo muſt I run on, and ev'n ſo ſtop. 
What ſurety of the world, what hope, what ſtay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 
Faulc. Art thou gone ſo? I do but ſtay behind, 
To do the office for thee of revenge: ; 
And then my ſoul ſhall wait on thee to heav'n, 
As it on earth hath been thy ſervant ſtill. 
Now, now, you ſtats, that move in your bright ſpheres, 
Where be your pow'rs ? ſhew now your mended faiths,, 
And inſtantly return with me again, 
To puſh deſtruction and perpetual ſhame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land: 
Strait let us ſeek, or ſtrait we ſhall be ſought ; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It ſeems, you know not then ſo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulpb is within at reſt, 

Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin; 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpe& may take, 

With purpoſe preſently to leave this war. 


Faulc. 


. 
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Faulc. He will the g | 
Ourſelves well ſinewed ce. 
Sal. Nay, it is in a manner gone already; 
For many carriages he hath diſpatch d 
To the 7 -ſide, and put his Cauſe and Quarrel 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal: | 
With whom yourſelf, myſelf, and other lords, 
Tf you think meet, this afternoon will poſt 
To conſummate this buſineſs happily. 
Faulc. Let it be ſoz and you, my noble Prince, 
With other princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's Funeral. 
Henry. At Worcefier maſt his body be interr'd, 
For ſo he will'd it. 
Faulc. 'Thither ſhall it then. 
And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 


The lineal State and Glory of the Land! 


To whom, with all ſubmiſſion on my knee, 
] do bequeath my faithful ſervices, 
And true ſubjection everlaſtingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 
Jo reſt without a ſpot for evermore. 
Henry. I have a kind ſoul that would give you 
thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 
Faulc. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been before - hand with our griefs. 
This England never did, nor never ſhall, 


Luye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 


But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf. 

Now theſe her Princes are come home again, 

Come the three corners of the world in arms, 

And we ſhall ſhock them! — Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to itſelf do reſt but true. 


[Exennt amm. 


FINIS. 


PP 


PLA 


Fatal Secret | 
Flora, or Hob in th 
+. 9K 


*, Friendſhip in Faſhion 


Faneral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter, by Centlivre 

= Geo. Barnwell, by Lillo 
Greenwich Park 
Hamlet, by Shakeſpeare 
Henry V. by A. Hill, Eſq; 
Heroic Daughter 

Honeſt Vorkſhireman 
Jane Gray, by Mr. Rowe 
Jane Shore, by ditto 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 
Indian Emperor 
Indian Queen, by ditto 
Iſland Princeſs 


King Arthur, by oo. | 
ake- 


King Lear, by Sh 
ſpeare | 
Ditto, by Tate 

Ladies Laſt Stake 
London Cuckolds 

Love for Love 

Love in a Riddle 

Love's laſt Shift 

Love makes a Man 
Lying Lover, by Steele 
Macbeth te, 
Mourning Bride 

© Nonjuror 

Old Batchelor 
Oroonoko, by Southern 
Orphan, by Otway | 
Othello, by Shakeſpeare 
Phædra and Hippolitus 


Recruitin 


bly; by Mr. Gay * 


Provoked Huſband, by 


C. Cibber, Eſq; 
Provoked Wife 
Officer 
Refuſal, by Cibber 
Rehearſal, by D of Bucks 


Relapſe » 
Revenge 


Richard III. altered by 
Cibber 

Rival Queens, by Lee 

Romeo and Juliet, altered 
by D. Garrick, Eſq; 

School-Boy, by Cibber 

She would and ſhe would 
not SIS 

Siege of Damaſcus 

Sir Court. Nice by Crown 

Sir Harry Wildair 

Sir Walter Raleigh 

'Squire of Alſatia 

Stage- Coach, by Farquhar 

Suſpicious Huſband 

Tamerlane 


Tender Huſband, by Steele 


Theodoſius 


Tunbridge Walks 

Twin Rivals, by Farquhar 
Venice Preſerved by Otway 
Way of the World © * 
What d'ye call it 
Wild Gallant 


Woman's a Riddle 5 


Woman's Wit 


Wonder, by Centlivre 
Zara, by A. Hill, Eſq; 


